You told vs of fome fuite. What U*i Laertes ? 
You cannot fpeake of Reafon to the Dane, 
And loofeyour voyce.What would'ft thou beg Laertes, 
That Chall not be my Offer, not thy Asking ? 
The Head is not more Natiue to the Heart, 
The Hand more Inftrumentail to the Mquth, 
Then is the Throne of Denmark e to thy Father. 
What would'ft thou haue Laertes i 

Laer. Dread my Lord, 
Your leauc and fauour to returne to France, i 
From whence, though willingly 1 came to Dcnmarkc 
To (hew my duty in your Coronation, 
Yet now I mufl confeiTe, that duty done, 
My thoughts and wifhes bend againc towards France, 
And bow them to your gracious leaue and pardon. 

King. Hauc you your Fathers icauef 
What fayes Pollonius ? 

Pol. He hath my Lordj: 
I do befeech you giue him leaue to go. 

King. Take thy faire hourc Laertes, time be thine, 
And thy bed graces fpend it at thy will : 
But now my Cofin Hamlet s and my Sonne ? 

Ham. A little more then kin, and lefle then kinde. 
King. How is it that the Clouds ftill hang on you i 
Ham* Not fomy Lord, I am too much i'th'Sun. 
Queen. Good Hamlet caft thy nightly colour off, 
And let thine eye looke like a Friend on Denmarke. 
>o not for euer with thy vcyled lids 
Scekc for thy Noble Father in the duft ; 
Thou know'rVtis comrnon,ali that Hues muft dye, 
Paffing through Nature, to Eternity. 
Ham. I Madam,it is common. 
Queen. If it be; 
Why feemes ir fo particular with thee. 

Hant.Seemcs Madam? Nay,it is : I know not Seemes: 
Tis not alone my ] nky Cloake (good Mother ) 
Nor Cuftomary fuites of fotemne Biacke, 
Nor windy fufpiration of forc d breath, 
No, nor the fruitfull Riuer in the Eye, 
Nor the dcie&ed hauiour of the Vifage, 
Together with all Formes, Moods, fhewes ofGricfe, 
Th3t can denote me truly. Thefe indeed Seeme,; 
For they are a&ions that a man might play ; 
But I haue that Within, which paffeth fhow ; 
Thefe, but the Trappings ,and the Suites of woe. 

King. Tis fvvcet and commendable 
In your Nature Hamlet, 
To giue thefe mourning duties to you? Father : 
But you muft know, your Father loft a Father, 
That Father loft, loft his , and the Suruiuer bound 
In filiall Obligation, for fome tcrme 
To do obfequious Sorrow. But to perfeuer 
In obltinate Condolemetit, is a courfe 
Of impious ftubbornncfle. Tis vnmanly grcefe, 
It (hewes a will moft incorrect to Heaucn, 
A Heart vnfortified, a Minde impatient, 
An Vndcrftanding fimple, and vnfehooi'd : 
For,what vrc know muft be, and is as common 
As any the moft vulgar thing to fence, 
i Why fhouid we in our pceuifti Oppofitioti 
j Take it to heart ?Fyc, 'tis a fault to Heauen, 
A fault ngainft the Dead, a fault to Nature, 
To Reafon moft abiurd, whofe common Theame 
Is death of Fathers, and who ftill hath cried, 
From the ficft Coarfc,ti!l he that dyed to day, 
J This muft be fo. Wc pray you throw to earth 
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| This vnpreuaylingwo^ 

j As of a Father ; For let the world take note 
i ou are the moft immediate to our Thron * 
And with no lefle Nobility ofLoue 1 
Then that which deereft Father beares his S 
Do I impart towards you. Foryour itw CIlt ne » 
In going backe to Schoole in Wittenberg 
it is moft retrograde to our defire : 
And we befeech you, bend you to remainc 
Hcerein the cheereand comfort of our eve 
Our cheefeft Courtier Cofin,and our Sonne 

Jfe Let not thy Mother Jofe her Pra vert it 
I pry thee ftay with vs, go not to WiticnLI ^ 

Ham. lihallinallmybeft 8 ' 
Obey you Madam. 

n Kin Z- Why^risalouing^ndafaireReDlv * 
Be as our felfe in Denmarke. Madam come 
This gentle and vnfore'd accord of Hamlet * 
Sits 'miling to my heart ; in grace whereof 
No locondhealth that Dcnmarke drinkes to dsv 
But the great Cannon to the Clowds (hall tell 
And the Kings Rouce,the Hcaucns (hall bruit*' w 
Ref P eakin g earthly Thunder. Come away 8 r 
CManet Hamlet. 
Ham. Oh that this too too folidFlcfli W J , 
Thaw, and refolue it felfe into a Dew: ^ 
Or that the Euerlafting had not fixe 
His Cannon 'gainft Selfe-flaughtcr. OGod,OGodi 

Seemes to me all the vfes of this world ? 

Fie on't ? Oh fie, fie, 'tis an vn weeded Garden 

That growes to Seed : Things rank, and groffein Natur 

Poflc iTe it mecrely. That ic flhould come to this • 

But two months dead :Nay,not fo much; not two 

So excellent a King, that was to this * 

Htperion to a Satyre : fo louing to my Mother 

r hat he might not beteene the winries of heauen 

Wit her face too roughly. Heauen and Earth 

Mwft I remember : why (hcwouldhangonhim, 

As if encreafe of Appetite had grownc 

By what it fed cn ; and yet within a month ? 

Tet me not thinke cn<t : Frailty, thy name is woman. 

A little Month, or ere thofe fhooes were old, 

With which fhe followed my poore Fathers body 

Like Niobe, all teares. Why fhe, euen (he. 

(O Heauen | A beaft that wants difcourfe of Reafon 

Would haue moum'd longer) married with mine Vnkle 

My Fathers Brother : but no more like my Father, 

Then I to Hercules* Within a Moncth ? 

Ere yet the falc of moft vnrightcous Teares 

Had left the fluflhing of her gauled eyes, 

She married. O moft wicked fpeed % to poft 

With fiich dexterity to Inceftuous (beets :. 

It is not, nor it cannot come to good. 

But breakemy heart, fori mufihold my tongue. 


Enter Horatio ^arnard, andMarcellm. 

Hor. Haile to your Lordftiip. 

Ham. lam glad to fee you well: 
Horatio ,01 1 do forget my felfe. 

Hor. The fame my Lord, ] 
And your poore Seruant euer. 

Ham f Sir my good friend, 
He change that name with you : 
And what make you from Wittenberg Horatio ? 

Mar* 
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jtfarccVm. 

Mar. My good Lord. 

Ham. I am very glad to fee you: good euen Sir. 
But what in faith make you from mttembergel 

ffor* A truant difpofition, good my Lord. 

Haw* I would not haue your Enemy fay fo| 
>jor (hall you doe mine eare that violence, 
To make it trufter of your owne report 
Aeainft y our ^ c ^ e# 1 know you are no Truant : 
u u ^t what is your affaire in EljenoPir ? 
v\Tee'l teach you to dr inke deepe^erc you depart, 

far. My Lord, I came to fee your Fathers Funeral!. 

Um* I P ra y l ^ ce ^ oe noc • moc " s: me (fallow Student) 
J thinke it was to fee my Mothers Wedding. 

tfor. Indeed my Lord.it followed hard vpon. 

flam. Thrift, thrift Horatio: the Funerall Bakt-meats 
Did coldly furnifli forth the Marriage Tables ; 
Would 1 had met my dearer* foe in heauen, 
j; rc I had euer feene that day Horatio. 

father, me thinkes I fee my father* 

Hoy. Oh where my Lord? 

Ham. In my minds eye (£/*r<*f/V) 

Hor* I law him once; he was a goodly King, 

Hm. He was a man, take him for all in all ; 
I fliall no; look vpon his like againe. 

Her. My Lord, I thinke I faw him yefiernight. 

jjm- Saw? Who? 

Hor. My Lord,the King your Fathcr f 

Ham. The King my Father? 

Hor. Scafon your admiration for a while 
With an attent eare; till I may deliuer 
Vpon the witneffe of thefe Gentlemen, 
This maruell to you. 

H(\m, For Heauens loue let me hcare. 

Hor. T wo nights together, had thefe Gentlemen 
{Marcehts and Barnardo) on their Watch 
In the dead watt and middle of the night 
Bcene thus encountred. A figure like your Father^ 
Arm'd at all points exaclly, Cap a Pe, 
Appeares before them, and with foilemne march 
Goes flow and (lately : By them thrice he walkc, 
B*che»r opprett and feare-furprized eyes, 
Within his Truncheons lengths whilft they beftil'd 
Almoft to Icily with the Aft of feare, 
Stand dumbe and fpeake not to him. This to me 
In dreadfull fecrecie impart they did, 
And I with them the third Night kept the Watch, 
Whereas they had deliucr'd both in time, 
Forme of the thing; each word made true and good, 
The Apparition comes. I knew your Father : 
Thefe hands are not more like. 

Ham. But where was this ? 

Alar. My Lord, vpon the platforme where we watcht. 

Ham. Did you not fpeake to it? 
Hor. My Lord, I did; 
But anfwcre'made it none : yet once me thought 
Ic lifted vp it headland did addrcfle 
It felfe to motion, like as it would fpeake : 
But euen then, the Morning Cocke crew lowd ; 
And at the fomid'fc fiirunke in haft away, 
And vanifnt from our fight. 

Ham. Tis very ttrange. 

Hor. As I doe Hue my honourd Lord 'tis true; 
And we did thinke ic writ downe in our duty 
To let you know of it. 

Ham. Indeed, indeed Sirs; but this troubles roe. 


Hold you the watch to Night* 

Ttotb. We doe roy Lord, 

Ham. Arm'd,fayyou? 

Both. Arm'd,my Lord. 

Ham. From top to toe? 

'Both, My Lord, from head to foote. 

Ham. Then faw you not his face? 

Hor. O yes, my Lord, he wore his Bcauer vp.' 

Ham. What,lookthcfrowningly? 

Hor. A countenance more in forrow then in anger. 

Ham. Pale.orred? 

Hor. N^y very pale. 

Ham. And fixt his eyes vpon you? 

Hor. Moft conftantly. 

Ham. I would I had beene chere. 

Hor. It would haue much amaz'd you. 

Ham. Very like, very like: ftaid it long? fdred. 

Hor. While one with moderate haft might tell a hun- 

tyill. Longer^longer. 

Hor. Not when I faw't. 

Ham. His Beard was griflyi* no. 

Hor. It was, as I hauc feene it in his life, 
ASablcSiluer'd. (g* inc 

Ham. He watch to Night ; perchance 'twill wake a- 

Hor. I warrant you it will. 

Ham. If it afliime my noble Fathers pcrfon, 
He fpeake to it>though Hell it felfe fhould gape • 
And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all, 
If you haue hitherto conceald this fight; 
Let it bee treble in your hlcnce ftill : 
And whatfocuer els (hall hap to night, 
Giue it an vnderftanding but no tongue; 
I will requite your loues ; fo, fare ye well : 
Vpon the Platforme twixc eleucn and twelue, 
He vific you. 

A%« Our duty to your Honour^ Exeunt* 

Ham. Your Joue,as mine to you: farewell. 
My Fathers Spirit in Armes f All is not well; 
I doubt fome foulc play : would the Night were come ; 
Till then fit ftill my foule; foule deeds will rife, 
Though all the earth ore whelm them to mens eies. Exit. 


Scena Taenia. 


Enter Laertes and Ophelia. 

Laer. My neceffaries are imbark't; Farewell : 
And Sifter,as the Winds giue Benefit, 
And Conuoy is alTiftant; doc not fleepe, 
But let me heare from you. 

Ophel. Doe you doubtthat? 

Laer. For Hamlet ,and the trifling of his fauours^ 
Hold it a fafhion and a toy in Bloud; 
A Violet in the youth of Primy Nature; 
Froward,not permanent; fweer not lafting . 
Thefupplianceofaminute? No more. 

Ophel. No more but fo. 

Laer. Thinke it no more: 
For nature creffant does not grow alone, 
In thewes and Bulke: but as his Temple waxes, 
Thelnward feruice of the Minde and Soule 
Growes wide withall. Perhaps he loues you now, 
And now no foyle nor cautell doth befmcrch 
The vertue of his feare : but you muft fearc 


His 


